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You will read here of the mystery which surrounded Zonia Moore, and of the
girl who caused it,

again with her loving chums.

Ssebsednavivian

A Message for Mrrlam.

HE Fourth Form at Morcove School was hard
at work in its large and airy class-room
when cne of the parlourmaids came upon

the scene.

* “For me, Ellen? Oh no, I see it is addressed
to one of the girls,” Mis Redgrave exclaimed
aloud as she took the.note fmm Lllena salver.
“Miriam Loveless——"’ ;

““Yes, Miss Redgrave!”’

YA note for. you, Mn]am Yon had hette-r see
if there is any answer.’

The scholar in question came away from her
scat with an air of being startled. Either she
wished to be rude, or else it was sheer agitation
that made her snatch the missive from the always
gentle Form-mistress, and then tear it open with
savage haste,

2% (Oh, all right; no answer!’*

Ha‘ndsome “Miriam Loveless snapped -out the
words at the waiting parlourmaid, who had the

sympathy of the class in general as she demurely |

departed. Paula Creel whispered behind a hand
to Polly Linton: -

“Bai Jovo, that sorb of thmg awouses my
wawth, Polly deah! Why can’t the geal say
' ‘l‘imnk you??”

Polly almp!y shrugged her shou]ders

Meantime, Miriam let her mincing step carry
her back to her place in class—a seat next to
Cora Grandways., The latter asked on the quiet:

"Anyfhmg wrong, Mirry? You don't look
pleased ?”’

“T'm nok,”’ was the sullen reply from Morcove's
. new day~g1r1 “ Mrs. Speniow is going to look in
presently to see my study.

“What a bother!” commented Cora, as if this
. news meant disappointment for  herself also.
. *Will she hang around, \In‘ry?"
¢*Oh, I suppose she will stay to tea and wanb
- me to go home with her!”

#4180 we -shan’t be able to go out, after al},”
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Still a fugitive, although, did she only know the truth, Zonia could ta.ke her place
Meanwhile that place is being taken by Miriam
Loveless, the crafty girl whose schemmg caused Zonia to run away,

_ three-thirty.

‘tling down -her pen.
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Cora muttered glumly, *“Oh, well, cheer up!
Some other time, eh?”

Bub the mere frustration of their daring .in-
ﬁentlon to run into Barncombe and get a bit of a

“spree ”’ was not engaging Miriam’s mind.

As she went on with her work she seemed to
see the study upstairs tha¢ her benefactress, Mrs.
Spenlow, would want to be shown plesentlyﬂtllo
study that was shared with Madge Minden and
Tess Trelawney—and on the walls one bit of
Tess's clever work with brush and palette, in which
Mris. Spenlow had already been far {oo interested.

In her mind's cye Miriam saw that portrait of -
the now missing Zonia Moove which, when it had
been exhibited “at the Barncombe ATt Show, had
so fascinated Mrs. Spenlow,

The lady’s first sight of thab pickure—it had

been the beginning of all the desperate need for
plotting and scheming. And now it was hung
upon the study wall upstairs, simply waiting for
Mrs. Spenlow to stand before it again and ponder.
- ““Chirls, those of you who have not quite finished
may complete the lesson between now and to-
morrow morning,”’ BJLS& Redgrave gladdenc:
many a young heart by saying on the stroke of
"It is such a lovely afternoon—""
“Yes, wather!” beamed Paula, promptly rai-
“After a cup of tea, bai
Jove, we will— Gwacious! Healp!”

For that mischievous imp, l\aomer I\akura now
that the dismiss bad been given, could not Fesist
the temptation to reach over, from where she sat
behind Paula, and pull: that - elegant scholar’s
hair. And when Naomer pulled, even though it
was only in play, she pulled hard.

“You wascal!” pgroaned Pau]n,
round about pealed with laughter.
it out by the woots, you wetch!
tea-time—"’

“0oo, yes; queek queek' My Jimmy will be
Wa:tmg for “his tea! You come and see me feed
him, Paula!” i

# Iip—er—when

whilst girls
5 Dwaggmﬂ'
Howevah, it's

I mentioned tea, Naomer
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darling, I was u:c;t exactly thinking of your pet

I was—er—in fact, don't you know, I

jackdaw.
Yes,

was _wather thinking. of tea for myself.

~wather” . e
"l bab, I theenk yom a 1
. sai3'Naomer. ' Then she hugged her long suffering
. ¢hume, just to: show that she didn’t really think
anything of the serk
feed Jimmy P

And the dusky one was off out into- the open.

air; whilst: Paula delefully put her rufled self to
rights, and then fell in with Betty Barion, Polty
Linter, sod Helen Craig. .. ¢ T
T espet’s get fes over and be eut by Jralf-past
four,”” proposed Polly. a minute later in Study 12.
“Come on, Paula darling; look alive and slami
the things out! I’ll pass to youl”

“Bai. Jove—"" - )

“PBreaé I sang out Morcove's madeap, suddenly
slinging aoross & loaf that hid been snatched from
the study larder. *“Now the butber. We—"

“QOne mament, my gwacious!” F&eaded'?aulp,
‘diving to pick up the loaf that she had let slip
through her fingers. ‘

. But Polly was alveady p.assing,the butter with- -

 out looking, and suddenly the tilted dish let the

lalf-peund roll fall .flop on to Paula’s loweree

head. - , .. .. 5 e
_““What on earth—healp!” yelled Paula, as she
put a band to her scalp and-felb a soft lump
-pdhéring: te “her’ tresses.
Pollg—=*'=_" . P ”

“.(%E‘, ‘gorey !t Fa,"ha, hat” = . -

““Sowwy, bai Jovel .It’s butker I’
«“Byiter the day, butter the deed, deart’” .
‘This misquotation so tickled Pauln that,” with-
" out even treubling to restore the butter :to” the
‘dish; she flopped inta & chair andt bleated: -~
““Ygw, haw, -haw! How widiculous you are,
Polly deah. But F shall have to withdwaw to
weeaver my pweper : depostment, bai Jove!™
- “Teportnient is ‘good,” smiled’ Helen, helping
with the lightning laying of tear = "

%Ves, I like deportmients; we.had twe in our

garden onee,” said -Polly, rushing the crockery to
the table. “One died, and the other one, the
- wheels came off [** SE
“What’s that?”’ Paula asked amazedly. “Polly
degh-——r"."" £

away, dear!’

“Weally |? Paula said Iie\'fril_deredij’, .and ‘wemj;.

out; having first allowed laughing Betty. to deposit
the errant roll of butter upon the plabe: ™ -
Then Madge and Tess came im. -
“Any charce of hogging a cup of tea, please?”’
Madge asked, looking as if she sharedall the
voxation that Tess was ohviously ‘undergoing.
“he fact is—* - - : ‘ )
“Miriam secems
for a bit,’’.chimed in_Tess, * )
due, and, of course, Madge and I would have

lady. ~ But——

with you two “as she -is with the. rest of usl
There’ll be tea ina jiffy ! .

«And. cake!” eried. Polly, -dumping- down a
laden platters “And sardines!”’ as she fetched
* them from .the . cupboard. ‘‘Likewise »—with
- another dart to the larder— ‘eream buns! -And if
anybody
Helent’’ .

“Well cattghf!” commented Tess, whilst she
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vory selfish girl!” . siddenly reappesring.
'iwm ) i =

. Naemer, dwo
“Gooddye-ce! I go and-

“Ow, - what is- #?

- tidy-up, but, in reality, there

all, Mivy P*

" ¢“Nothing. that concerns létt]e'_ ch.i.ldr;e'n._ _Rtm-

o fulb Eié%um on the walll
T

to want the study to herself
Mrs. Spenlow is -

been deli-lg'-ht_ecll, to help Miriam. get tea for the

B - : : .
W Phat’s all right,™ Betfy nodded . serenely.
“We know that Miriam is just about-as friendly.

would ‘l_ike some Swiss roll——  Catch, ~

. Every Tuesday
‘and Madge helped to arrange the things, “On
thing,. girls,” when in trouble, .there is always’
Study 12 to fy to !’ w2 .
“Ves, wather, bai Jovel’* chimed in Paula,
ine.  “Cleals, geals, what I~
“healp! . Who—

| smy; - wacious, o—

i p L e e
“Ha, ba, ha " exulted Moreeve’s royal scholar,
haying come creeping in beliind Paula, to tako a .
fying leap on to that scholar’s bHack,  ““I lave you,
o “Put how ¥  wish—healpt—yen wouldn't
“dwag ‘me about and wufle me! Ow! Naamer,
do—do dwep it? (reals, what's she deing mow?”’
. Naomer, as a matter af fact, whilst shill ¢ling-
ing to Paula’s back, had shet aut a brown hand
and seized a spoon from. the takle. The sight of
her brandishing this spess cansed Paula to squeal;

_again:
113

Dwop it I’ Wt s )

E;A]ll right,_thten, I grdp himf* . 7
nd_next instant the cold spoon was dro
down Paunla’s back! = | ’ M '.Pl.)e-d :
““What, Gwacious!”” shuddeved . Paunla. - :
Healp!”". She gave a second wriggle. *Ah, 7 -

dear, life js simply one wound of fwials ™ =" R
Whilsh Polly and Naomer between them were
making the Ionﬁ-s’u_ﬁefing: one sit down and. let
them . fish up. the epoon from the. small of her
back;. a scene just as. boisterous, but not so happy- -
hearted, was going on in Miriam’s studg. . .. )
- There, Miriam had enlisted -the aid of her only
friend in the Form, lawless Cora Grandways, to
-help her prepare for Mrs. Spenlow’s appearanc,e.
The two girls were pretending to have a germeral

~ ady-up % was a good. deal of
slamming things about needlessly, because.they
were things of Madge and Tess's.” - e
He, be, hel' That's right; sling their stuff -
anywhere I ‘tittered Miriam, . “It was good of . .-
you to come in. and.help, Covaf Beastgm g,
my _1‘1lavmg fo—? . - 2 -
“Shan’t you give Mrs. Spenlow any tea, -after

She must he congerit

“No!_ TFoo much fag.
the den—how nice and tidy it is. Ha,

with seein

ha, ha! ere, Cora—catch . e
Miriam clapped - three ox four books togethor
and. slung them across fe Cora. That girl, knew-

ing they were Madge's books, let them flop to the .
flonr, and then both girls shrieked with laughier
as they saw that the “‘aceident’” had ruimed the -
“binding of one boak, . - - Soae SRS £
If only another “accident *” could ruih that fate-

at was Miriam’s secret thooght -whilst Cora
stooped to gather up the books, - And suddenly
the day-gitl yielded to a reckless impulse. " She
‘caught up a chair : ' 2
“Thig'll look belter on
room,” +was her grinning remarlk, as she marchied
round the table with the chair: before her, legs

- outward, - “Makes more room for——"" - :

. And the deed was -deste. Miriam had - aeci
dentally ' dashed oné leg of -the chair through
the -small  oil-painting that was Toess's very best

bix ‘ot portrait-painting. I T i
“(Oh, dear, now I've done .itl Ma, ha, ha!®™
She saw .that

Miriam laugﬁed. “ Look, . Cora!”

That girl was already deing so.
the portrait of Zenia Moore had ecome away from
its nail on the wall, and was impaled upan the
Ieg‘ of the chair, R i

My word, Mirry—""' . § S
: could I help it 7" pealed.

the other side of. the

“Ha, ha, ha! How
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Miriam, giving the chair a shake that caused the
sphf; canvas to drop to the floor..
“Good i]ob there -are too many of Tess's
chtures always on show,” Cora said spitefully.
“But, perhaps it can be mended %
. With 2 wink and a grin, she picked up the
canvas and hooked a finger into the hole. Then
there was a rending sound-=stur-rutch, stur-rutch!
-—as the hole became a bz
“What are you domg"
dismay. “Give it to me!
“But it only wants—"
““ Anothar tcar, yes,”’ chuckled Airiam, as she
and her crony hed a tug-o’-war with the canvas.

Twice ai in there was the sound of splitting
canvas, en Cora drew off, laughing, with the
square of battens on which the canvas had been
mounted
were in Miriam’s hand.

fhr:am saxd, in mock

Torn to ribbons, erackled and crumpled—ruined -

utterlyt Such -was the cruel fate that had come
upon the famous portrait which was Morcove's
ireasured memento of Zonia Moore, the girl of
whom they seemed:destined never again to hear!
. The deed was done, and although Cora Grand-
© ways suddenly looked as if she -was feeling afraid

of the consequences, Miriam Loveless only faughed

aga'n as she lecklessl} and savagely cast the relics

to-thie floor, and stamped upon: them..
“Mirry! -1 say,
s0~-so glad 7’ Cora palgxtat.ed
m“—my wou] there will!”
“What do I care?” the day-, gn!
“It ‘was© an acc]dont—}ou

““There'll be a

anmered
wdd]’% bea1 me
out 7|
“Oh, yes, of course. But—-but nh}——‘ -

. Beonuae I. felt T must—that's why!" was
Miriam’s blustermg answer to thé erony who was
nob in ‘her confidence. - ‘I was fed-up with. seein
that p;ctu;e uiwaya staring at me, when I'm stuc

12

in t-hIs bea:t]y siud) along with guls 1 hate!

Destrnyed for Ever

) OU‘\D about_ five o’clock, Madge and . Tess

. repaired to-the study that they yrere sharing

~ with the day- gu—l for they wanted to pub

_ their "hats on to go for' o turn out of cloors with

Betty and other chums, .

To the two girls’ surprise, Miriam was not in

evidence when they got to the study. It was

deserted,

Y ¥et we 'heard BIrs Spenlow being shown to

" the study a while ago,’’ said Madge.

Miriam = did.. ‘not “ give her- any ‘ten, after ail.
Perhaps Miss Somerfield ‘Hallo

. “Yes, Madge, I was just noticing! Where is
Zonia's portrait 2’
It had rather anno;ed the couple to notice,

directly they entered the room, that the place had
been turned about Now
astounded. -

With growing anger in their eycsi! they‘ stood .

and stared at the bit of wall’ where- Zonia’s
portrait wsed to han

" “We must know gbe meaning of this!”’ Madge
exclaimed at last, indignantly.
does the girl mean? %Iow dare she!
she take down any of the pictures!
That portrait—

“Well, here is Miriam,” Tess said, with won-
derful calmness, Possibly she. felt that it ill
became her to show too much anger, since it was
& bit of her own work that had been removed.
Tess carried modesty to an extreme,

.The day-girl's mineing step brought her, alone,
to the study doorway, and coolly she faced her

How dare
Zonia's too!
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whilst the relics of the porfrait itself

why—why do you scem to be

“1 supposo’

hey were uttery‘

“What on earth-
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schoolfellows, . although she knew what was
€omin,

‘““Miriam,”” Madge began, *the picture of Zon"b
Meore—what have you done with it? It has gone
from the walll”

“Oh, yes, I know. I'm very sorry—"

“Sowwy, bai Jove!’ came the astounded
murmur from-Paula Creel, as she and a few more
of the Study 12 cotene now came up. “My
gwacious, geals——"’

“What’s that? The plcture of Zoma—n—

“You needn’t all speak ab once, jumping down
my throat]” snapped out Miriam giving a tils to
her chin.” “It met with an accident——"

‘‘Zonia’s picture? Dut how—when "

“T knocked it off the wall when I was moving
¢ chair, I'm sorry! I—— You sepu~—"

aum-:n ron PAUI.A! B ile Mived

{oaf, Polly passed the butter without ilooking,
and the tilted dish let the roll fall plop on the

Paula s head. ‘* Healp !’’ ¢ried Paula.

“ ow’
whatis it ? L
"‘“hcle is u; now, anvhow ‘?” f:hey c]amoured
“Surely it was only «hgilth damaged
“\o You- see, I: It's d:fﬁcult to expla-n

. “My belief
i :

“Go on} Now sav she did it for the pulpo=e idd
was the ery with which Cora.Grandways flouncad
upon the scene. “ a matter of fact, I was here,
and I can bear witness that Miriam——

“.Accident or rot, where is that picture now "’
Betty demanded flat] .

“Tt's gone—dong for—’

"What 7 they all shouted
“Done for?”

*Ves. It was 50 bad mutxlated I-1 felt it
would- upset you less,’ g![mam artfullv pleaded,
“if T destroyed it rloht away. I am very sorcy

P SC:’)J: seems ! P eried out’ Polly.

in one breath,
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“Oh, you with. your . parrot ery, very sortyl”
fumed Paﬂy. She- stamg:d a Eogt “That ?;as
-Zonia’s portrait! -~ We would not have hnd it
‘m;ured onr -any account.’”

“And you knew—you k.new huw we a]l \alued
it,’" Betty cried angrily. . “It is the- onlg portrait
of Zonia we have ever had, and now it’s dene. for,

- and Zonia iz gone from us. Too bad; I say ™

' “Shame—shame, - 56 it is¥’ stormmad. several  of
- them, - “Vou. mus.. have been acting- abauﬁ’ you .
- and Cors,

“QOh; “hold your row! 22 soreeched Gora, %grymg )

“in the c]mnce to let off her spite against
Co. “I know one thing—it i3 because’ 11‘. is
' '\JImams deirig that you are makmg such a fuss!.
If it had been one: of you
“None of us could ever have had such an acci-

dent with - the plcturea” Mndge said  sternly.
“Not to-ruin it—no.”’
“Youn- have . a splte agamsh Mmam Cora

- declired wieidus]

“Tndead 7 smd Bettx dr:Iy: Tt ‘seems ‘to me.
that. she JBas had. a spite against. that. picture I’
v, hear I said" Polly
!\zmw w y?” ;i

For the first tima since the scene heg-an Mumm -

seemed to lose her ferve.  There were those who
: mm-ked her sudden fustered Jook, and. thought it
_ote ;. not te. say suspicioud, -

was e that spitfire to use Miriam’s, agitation as
-an exeunse for say'mg ‘more abusive things.

“There you i mth ur nasty inmwendoges!’

-~ Cota sparled at } %‘h should Mirianm have
* . hadl amy spite.; ﬁ the m!{y ‘picture? The fact
is, maxe alk a3 you are on

Miriam, - you'd: better comie’ xound tﬂ my
study; ‘and makethhc den yowrsP?® . ¢ 5

“}—I—I'd love te—"’ A

“Ther pray don't hesitate on our 'aecmmi,"
Madge. said sweetly., “Tess and I have . fried
honestly. to bear and forbear; but it'is no use
. pm‘éendmg. We would rather _bave gour room
. txaxr. GuY .conxpany

af for you 1’ "Miriam heme!f said; snappmg

ler i'mge:s elose to Madge’s nose.  *That for the
ot of you! I never want té-bhave you for my
d‘mms—a, poor- lot like jou ! L

“She’s got me, see?’ exulted Cam “Clome
along, Mirry. Yfm. can . fetch youir things away .
fromi this study some othex time,. when Madge
. ‘and Tess are not here.”

© “Bha can dn At now, for., we a.Le ~going . out,”

met

said - Tess:- ot going to: say’ anythm
about the d'estrwgaﬁ.'pic{um, iriam, . All L. ~will

say is_that Mrs. Spenlow is hardly likely to b@
plflasa& with the one friend you have iom:d in the.
school. L

“Yap, yap, yap? Jeelecl Cora, makmg & face
at Tess as that gu'l, ‘with Madge and the’ rest.
walked out. :
" The chums - were soon ouﬁ of déors; but all
inclination for tennis or & ramble had been spoiled
‘ hy-. the eruel  upset over the- treasured picture.-
" Betty, for one, could: have we t She always felt

of a very sister
-to poor, missing Zonia, The a}ﬁged ““accident ’’
io the picture, resulting in its total destructien,
revived all' the tragic anxiety. as. to what had
beecome of Fenia' hevself, -After all this time, -
‘where was she now, and whyw--why was ‘nothing -
cver heard of her?

“You know,” Polly suddenl exc}mmed, whilst
they were s;ttmg about. in i undeér one of the
playing-field elms,
had g sort of grudge against that picture!

“Youwl! never get me to believe, any‘how, that .
it got so bad]y damaged by the acmdenf: ’ Betty

1o
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“that i could mﬁ lme been . -

. excnf:ement
- Mrs.

-m&aon ov othier, Miriam: chﬁln + wis|

. wemarkable, what?
- looks as if Miwiam was serk of fealous ‘of Mr~

. *Noj; jealous of the gnl;\gmse partrait it Waq' 5%

- suggested- Betty, her eyes

“And “"B’d hke ‘o hat case—— Waxt a bﬂ;- it

"As. for Cora, it -

_only. handéome, flashy. Cora here, looking
. for any nm:deeds, made erl&m feeI in

“1 honestly believe: Mma.m 7

- E?:ery‘ Tmszfa : y

said elpsgusﬁedIv
€ an‘ed.

Bm Jme, I wum}ab what Nrs. Slgenlow weuld :
say, if she knew, geals V" broke out Paula. “Mrs.

: S?enlow was always s nt.twncted ta thst pletm .
ou

wemember——'! )
‘Ah,  of coursel!” Polly burst out in sudden
“1 sayy that's queer, you know!
Span}crv was expected to visit that study at
time the “accident * happenied! Leook here—
coult{ Miriam - have wanted tuu-- See w]:mt I ¥
mean 7

2% Phew.f - breathed Helen Craig, - “For soms
r-Mrs. Spenlow:

to see the pmture again. But, what cou uld - the

- reason- be ¥’

There was a sndden t}mughtful silence, . .
- “Stwange I'” murmured Paula presently.: " Vewy
Bai Jove, geals, it wather.”

Spenlow’s wegard. for the- ‘picture

sh'all-at onee,.  “Tt
must- be so.. But, im.t
wants” thinking about, this !> .0

‘It dees;” Polly agreed, fl.cmmng “Gince Mrs.
Spenlow has never even mét. Zenia,. how 01;. earth
should Miriam be jealous of Zonia?’

They argued this way and that, w;thout arriving
at any feasible theory. Even so, what - a. panic
Miviam. herself would have been in had she known
that ‘the Study 12 girls had got so far as ta be

;v uely - suspictous ! .
s it was, Miriam at that moment was jauntily” -
© re -eatering the. Grandways’ study with the: last “of

her possessions, brought away frém the other den.
Judith. (xrandways was off ‘the scene, and to see
game -
] e best
of 5 irits, =
ere: wWas nothmg— to worry a'bout—nuthmg‘
So she was saying to herself triumphantly.” The
‘dangerons. picture was destroyed for ever; Zonia
Moore was—ah, never mind. where l—safely . out

of the wnyu and i tha.t wasn Tt gaod enough what. i

) And so—it dellghfsed Kfiriam to- thmkwall ebe
had to do now was to make hers

and make . the best of life- ab. Moréove-School by’ "

= haﬁimg a hxgh oId nme wmh that ]aw‘ess ﬂy'away o
‘ 8’“’ - : . -

Lot Them- Remem!mt' lt.

FTER tea hext day, twe members of the

. Fourth Form -came mincing out of -the

schoolhouse, to saunter -across: to the eycle-
- sheds.

4 Mmam Lavefass and Cora Gmadwa},s were the -
pair. 5
Over dn arm” they cach carried a hghﬁ dust-
coat, ta be donned presently if they felt any dis-

) comfort from wind or dust whilst. whirring along
“on Cora’s “outfit °’ at a good

The early evering was very warm a.n(I ealm,
however, and it was the emlg[e‘s hope -that’ Ehev
v;ou}fd nat have to’ wedr- anythmg- over. their smﬂrt.
. clothes.

Girls whe ga motor- cycnng genaraﬂ stucly ease’ .

and comfort rather than a showy teilette. = With
Miriam -and Cora., smart dressing was a erfect -
passion. _They were always oub to get Iooked: at
admiringly, fihou%r very often they: only sua-.
ceeded In getting locked at in amused contemipt,

Nor could some of the Study 13 coterie help

. smﬂmg amangst thems&hes, at present:, as Mu'mm

, at home .
this. cosL den, afong with her kindred spmt Cora;




. side-car.

" ig mot my wish . that she shoyld do sue

" “and took

-~ Twopence
and Cora pranced by the tennis courts, where two
br]sk games of doubles wete in progress. -

for a tear round, are they?” chucklec‘
Polly. - “They might’ be gomg to a gardcn—part}[

Oh dear, what a taste !’

" ou are envious, dear,”” grmned Bebty
o “Very! Tt makes me qulte savage,”’ was Polly’s
‘ Jeshm .answer. Y Fifteen all1”
she served a ball that Paula Creei had to
]nok lively to return. -

All at-once there was.a deafenmg bang ! Erom
3ust outside the cycle-sheds, and then the tuff-tuff-

of the engine as the “outfit went off. '

Cora was astride the saddle, and Miriam:in the
Mr. Grandways, that ostentatious man’
of ‘wealth, had ‘insisted upor his elder daughter,
Cora, bemg allowed to have a motor- cycle with
" a side-car—*so that 'Judy can ride, tool”’ But
- how rarely poor Judith Grandways ‘had been out

“with her sister for a spm, tha school knew. Prnc-
' -tlcally never !

- In fact, Cora had been rinning the cycle: sola

- faghion, but now . that she and Miriam had ‘become -

. such greab. cronies,  the side-car had ' been re-
- attached, and ‘this’ was mot the first Jaunt to

" which Miriam -had béen treated.

-~ Away they went—pretty cautiously for Cora—
down the school .drive -and out en to the haghway
Then the fly-away gir! in the saddle “let her rip,

as Her own phrase Was, and the motor-cycle and -

side-car ‘went tearing ulong—tu‘, rurr, rwr, rurrl—‘
en route for Barncombe,. apparently. .

-a minute or $0_they were humming' along
. the road whiere 1t ran close by Cliffedge Bungalow;
wheve' Miriam lived with Mr. and Mrs. Spenlow.
That lady chanced to be busy in- the new-made
garden, and she had a special reason for straighten-
ing up and looking over the fence towards the road .
when she heard the hum of a moter-cycle.-

Miriaia did not want 66 be seen, and she huddled
herself down in the.side-car.. But -Mrs. Spenlow~
was' soon, giving a. vexed frown that told how she
‘had recognised the “girl who was fly- away Cora’s
' passenger.

.. “Too bad of Miriam,”
herself;, “when I have. hinted so plainly that it

{1 thmg%l
00|

the. lady exclmmed ‘to

1 want her to put in her spare time. at the sch
‘with ‘the girls who play tennis, and so on’’
Aftér pondering uneasily for a minute; - Ms,
Sperilow gathiered wp her gardening implements
them to the shed.  In half an
was enteritg the gates of Morcove School, simply
. attired, and. with-an air ‘that’
bui the greab riches - -fot - whi the
Spsnlow ‘stood. )
She  and “her husband - were idyllically “happy,

name

. living that simple holiday life at the pretty bunga-

Iow. on the cliffs. The fresh air, the glorious
views, and a gardcn to tend—these were more {o
Mr, and Mrs. Spenlow than motor tours in forty
- horse-power cars, and stops at big hotels.
And how it coincided with. all her ideas of school-
irl life, to wander up the drive and see the sports-
field teemlng with ‘Morcovi ians, ‘ail en]oymg their
" brisk suminer games.
Myrs.
passing amongst the players os a mere: casudl
" visitor who was going to enjoy looking on.” It was
like her not to want to make for the headmistress
_indoors, - and beﬁm a long: complaint about the
“disappointment - Miriam was proving.
_“Hallo; théie’s Mrs. Spenlow I’ Polly suddenly
‘remarked and she delayed the service of a ball
- to"give ‘& lively - twul of her. raoquet
evemngl ;
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& sec. now, st

* against’ it, of course,’

© just one glrl

) mce and

; under:tand Mrs,

" perhaps,
) take. hold of - bLer,"”

rour she -

Sﬁbkﬂ of anyl:hm% .

Spenlow diverted 'her steps, and wae ‘soon’
° has said they were—in Liondon, wasn’t it/

; "Good- )
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¥ Bai Jove——? - :

“Don’t let me mterrupt the game, gu‘Is i, ca]]e&
out the lady serenely.  ““But, when ,Fou have
finished, I would like a word with you’’ :

- ®Very well, then!” sang out Polly.
Spenlow.” -
And a 1ap1cl bit of play. brought the brilliant
Eatr‘e to @ finish,: Betty, Polly, Paula, and Madgs
eing’. the four who came actoss to B{rs Spenlow

: “bhan 't be.

" at arun.

The -girls were rosy-red w:th exercise, and
fondly the lady smiled upon them as she saw- them
ﬂ:ckmg back then' hair whilst they stood gettmg
their breath back. - by
. Well,- girls ? " Miriami is not_here??*"’

- “No, Mrs. Spenlow. She—she’s gomewhere.”

The ]ad discerned the reason for that vagie
answer. - These girls were not ones to tell tales!

‘¢ Motor- eychng—thele is. ‘hothing - to” be said .
Mrs. Spenlow éxclaimed,
after a pause.. “Only I'do want Miriam to . be
friends with you all, and nof be always about with
You have been willing enough to
be friendly, T am sme Isn't she friendly. towamls )
you, then?”’ bt
“If- orﬂ{ beca.u»e—-because you have been’ s0
ind to us’ girls,”” Betty evaded again,

“we would be glad to be fr:endly “But all gulq :

“don’t like—well, games like tennis.”

“Thea I think they should,” Mrs. Spen]ow smci
flatly. - “The: point is, Mr. E’\penlow and T sent -
Miriamn  to Morcove as a da y-girl, simply that
-she might have the influence of 2 number of girl- .
chums.” I'shall’ say nothing to the headmistress
at . present, but I shall speak to Miriam again. .

" :And you gn-ls w:ll Lnow, from what I have said,

that I do ho

“Yes. wather I”. Paula beamed
Spen ow,"”’

“I' am sure you de. * There is no need for ‘me to
disguiseé from you that Mirlam is proving:a .sad
'd.lsa pointment, - She—~—she -does not ‘seem amenable

ind - persugsion.. Yet I dislike the idea of
!‘eque‘itmg ‘Miss” Somerfield to be specially firm
wnth, he1 So if you girls will just do your. best

o \Vel we 11 try,”’ e Aﬁl
in time-——->"".
i only the spirit of . the- sehno! «cin
Mrs, Spenlow exclaimed wist-
fullj.r ‘““then she will go along all right.- Well, T
v&{onh keep - you from your games, but will: go
.alon,
headmistress—nct abouf Miriam’s fmlmgs :
‘She had drawn off with a parting smile;, when
she suddenly paused, then came back a: step .
-4 Er—pgirls—"
“Yey, Mrs. Spen}ow 7"
again in a twinkling.
“By the way. I feel I mlght just ask you this—
‘on the quiet, you know., You—yon have not heard
Miriam say anything about her own palents being

& “\’\e qulte ;

Betty 5a1d earneatly

- Just- so.

'I‘hey were cloua to’ her

- in - this nelghbourhood

. “Miriam’s own parenbs-—m EM’.orco\ e?. No—"

“Bai Jove—"

#Ag a. matter of fact,” exclaimed Polly “the.
.only, time Miriam haa ‘mentioned her pments,lshc.
irls 2"
ooked

The others- nodded, and Mnus, Spenlow

" relieved..

~“In"London is where Miriam’s pments are sup-
posed -to-be,” she remarked ravely. “Perhaps
youx are aware, they are. not %Jy any means for-
bidden %0 .see Miriam-—oh, no! But my busband
and } have an mrnngement that ‘we ars to be

.Lep!‘. informed of theu' movements from time to

now I am here, and have a talk “ﬂsh your -



__—;‘;ﬂn-—

* That
fcture -

— )
= ;
JUST AN “ACCIDENT”!
will look better on the other wall,’” said Miriam,.
marching across the study with the chair héld
before her. Crash! Miriam had banged the
legs of the chair through the painting !

time. For all we know to the contrary, the
La;e!’es}s,gs are still in London,.
ye ——— . 3 . 5

She hesitated again. o i

“It iz strange—it must have been a mere fancy
of niine,”” came from her at last. “But, a day or
¢ ago, in Barricombe, I saw someone who might
have been Miriam’s own mother |’ T
. “Bai Jove!” breathed Paula. .‘“Howevah, there
i3 -a gweat wesemblance, sometimes, between one
person and another, what?*’ -~ - .

“¥es, of. coumse,’” -Mrs. Spenlow assented
-eagerly.. ‘“And 1 must suppose that it was a case
of that kind. It would distress’ me greatly if
Mirtam’s parents were in this district, unbeknown
to me and my hushand. . Good-bye! - I -couldn’t
help asking you, we have become such’ friendst
Good-bye I~ ° 77 7 s

And this i:lin_e che continged on her way to the
scllmlhgusg, eaving behind four ginls. who some-
how. feit in anything but the mood io resume
tenmnis, . T oo
“0Odd " Betty muttered, ending a very thought-
ful silence, ~ ° P S R wa

“¥es,”’ said Polly, with a tight sefting of her
-lips, *‘ancther queer thing agout_'. -Miriam} I
dor’t know, it seetns——’ : ) -

“Strange,” nodded Madge.

“Vewy, bai Jovel! Geals, we
wemember this, what?” . .

Beity smiled seriously. - ;

“71 think we shall have to start'a book, to put

down in it e\'e-rgthing that puzzles us. aboub - .

Miriam Loveless.’ X ;

““Bhe can be as nasty as che likes to us, - we
don't care, except that it makes it impossible for
us to be friendly for Mre, Spenlow’s sake,” said
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" feeling that

- were speeding, Cora sayin
that they would get to

And yet—and -

shall wather

Every Twz;'du:y

Madge “But what I don’t like is the sudden
Miriam is deceiving Mrs., Spenlow
herself.” - :
* Havin
expressing 16,
done for her!

her on’—yes,”” ‘was Polly’s way .of
¢ After all that the Spenlows have
Too bad, if it issol’™

¥ . Such Qood Friends ¢ - .

EANWHILE, Miriam herself was lolling back
in the side-car, thoroughly enjoying the
pace which Cora was making. : They had

‘got to _Barncombe—gone. through it without stop-

ping, Cora blaring away at the horn as they raced
along High Street. ] w2 :

It had been their idea to leave the outfit some-
where and slip into the cinema. But the placards
advertised such a poor show that both - girls
resolved not to go
at the ecinema, but carried on ocut of the town,
soon flashing past Barncombe Castle. .

And now—rurr, rure, rurrl~—on and on they

aside o her companion
ixeter and back before

daik!

"This. was only one of Cota’s boastful flippancies. -

Had she sericusly intended to carry on as far as
Exeter, however, her companion would have been
game, What Cora would dare, Miriam certainly
could! Miriam was not the one who had to be
indoors by call-over, The onus of doing that was
upon ‘tho girl astride the saddle.

They were agreed that a big run-round in a

circle that took in eme or two towns of similar
size to Barncombe would be best. The evening
was keeping gloriously sunny and warm, with
little wind, and it was simply perfect to-rush

.along like - this, i ] E e
i she had-hdad any private anxieties,

© Miriam, if
maust hav- forgotton them for the time- being. As
a matter of fact, she never worried now about the
crash. it” would mean for her, if—if ever Zonia
Moore eamc upon the sceme. again, to become

known to Mr. and Mrs. Spenlow as the long-lost
daughter whom they had -yearned through the -

years to find. e -
Oh, no, it was all right now, in Miriam’s estima-
tion.” Mother and father were taking geod care
abont thatl As for the life of misery and cur-
tailed liberty.that Zonia might be suﬁ'eringk—what
did Miriam eare? Her motto was: “Look after
oneself " - SR o i
Cora changed gear to take one of the mighty

" Devonshire hills, and np the steep ascent  they
skimmed easily.

r And then a wide view broke out
before them that enchanted even these shallow-
minled two, and suddenly Cora pulled up.
‘““Besides,” she chuckled, swinging off
saddle, “we want a  cigarette,. Mirry! .
brought them, I hope?”’ . 5 :
Miriam’s answer was to wriggle about in the
side-car until she had filched out her cigarette-.

the
“You

case. - They each lit ap, smoking with- an air of.

belng grown-up, and not as if they were only
doing it for a lark. Miriam refained her seat in
the side-car. Cora threw herself down upon a
grassy bank that was catching the yellowing rays
of the westering sun, and sprawled there with her

‘usual abandon.

< “How that brooch of yours glitters in the sun,
Cora. dear }’ Miriam saig by and by, admiringly,
“Well, it's real stones,”” was the airy answer.
“Oh, I koew that,” laughed Miriam, puffing
daintily at her cigavette.  “ I'm net out with one
of the Study 12 girls, with their roiten imitation
pearls, Ha, ha, hat Well, the machine brought
us along at a nice speed, Cora !’ s g

They never even slowed down




Twopence

“I'm just thinking how pretty you look, Mirry,
with your hair fluffed by the \T?ﬂd. I say, it's
nice being chums like this, isn’t it? We do seem

%0 go well together 1’

“You are ‘It Cora; just my sort. If it were.

not for you, I think I'd be on strike. against turn-
ing up at Morcove every day.”

“Wish 1 were a . day-girly’’ grimaced Cora.
“Wouldn’t have to worry about being in fairly
‘on time."’ :

She got up, tossed away the finished cigarette,
then stretched her slender arms and yawned, with
a sort of feline enjoyment of the sun’s last warm

~ vays, Then she and Miriam put on their dust-
coats, talking all the time about what they were
wearing and would like to wear.

Their rext stop was at a quaint little town
about twenty miles from Morcove. They had
lemonade and cakes, and did not hurry over the
refreshments. Why should they, when 1t was still
so early ? o e .
Vet it was only half an hour after this that
they met with a hitch which made the time left
to them for getting back seem unpleasantly short.

Suddenly, when they were goin a,lfmF quite
gaily, on a beautiful stretch of lonely road
between one village and another, the engine gave

“Oh, what's wrong now?’ Cora exclaimed,
instantly taking alarm. ‘I hope to goodness it is
irry, for we shall be in a nice

nothing serious,
pickie if it is!” .
She got down from the saddle in a fluster, and
began to inspect the engine. Miriam, looking
- more amused than alarmed, alighted from the side-
car and came round to watch the fiddling with
sparking-plugs and what not. .
“Then suddenly Cora went off into a 6t of
laughter, hysterical enough to betray the suspense

she had been in. : . .
. “Ha, ha, ha! How funny, Mirry! There is
nothing wrong. The silly old thing has run out
of juice, that’s alll” .

“Petrol ?° But have we got any fo pour into
the tank, Cora?”’ : N

They had not, as it proved. Cora’s merriment
did not survive the dismaying moment. when she
filched cut a can from the front of the side-car,
and found it—empty. -~ .

“Bother I’ she fumed ill-temperedly, hurling the

“tin into the ditch. “We were a pair of idiots—"’

“Well, I don’t knew; T left everything to you,”
demurred Miriam. “What a sickener;, anyhow.
‘Where can we get some?” %

#0Oh, the next village, for sure,’” Cora shruﬁged.
%Pt it means pushing the wretched outfit all the
way _there.’’ . . =

“Couldn’t you run along and get some, and
comse back with it?”’ * S

“(Couldn’t you ?"” Cora retorted, with none too
sweet a smile,  “No, this'll be 'q{uxck‘er, and we
have got to do what's quickest. We have no time
to spare now.”

“Well, don’t worry.

“Q0h, it’s all right for you! You've only got to
be dropped at the bungalow. I've got to be in
by call-over,” Cora said. *Come on! You push
behind the side-car.”’

Then, for a good half-mile, they trundled the
lifeless outfit along the road to the village, No
easy task for-a couple of girls who were not
exactly sturdy, and the road was a rising one,

After many a hali to get their breath back, at
last they came to a ramshackle place that showed
a ‘“‘petrol ¥ sign., It was the village smithy, a
lock-up place, at the end of the village. Cora,
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- stamping a foot.

Even if we are late—"".
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red hob from her recent exertions, lost her temper

again when she and Miriam found a written notice
behind a grimy window of the forge:

-
“If closed, glease apply at Myrtle Cottage.”’

“Myrtle Cottage? Where's that ¥ fumed Cora,
] “Oh, we'll never get home at
this rate!” i

There was, indeed, a $erious delay in fetching
along the blacksmith’s wife from Mﬁyr'rt]e Cottage
to open the lock-up forge and rout out a can of
spirit, The prettiest chimes were ding-donging
the hour from the village spire when at last
the schoolgir]l motorists got going again, but the
bells did not sound pretty to Cora. Nine o'clock!
. They would still be all right for time if they
met with ng further hitch.  But something else
had only to happen during the last fifteen-mile
run, and—and happen it did! o

Just four miles short of Morcove, the ‘‘outfit
stopped with such a. violent, jolting abruptness
that Cora nearly went flying over the handlebars.
M:rmm. screamed as she, in turn, was flung for-
wards in bher seat with dizzying violence. Then,
with the steady hum of the enginé no longer
throbbing in their ears, both girls had a good
opportunity of appreciating the dead silerice .of this
lonely parf where they were again stranded.

Four miles from Morcove, on a deserted by-
road, with the open moor all around, and the dusk
creeping on apace now that the sun was set!

. Who is this, at such an hour?
L IRRY!” " -
“Well 77
“That’s what the trouble is, somethiug
gone wrong with the gears. And I can’t mend it
—utterly impossible!”

W4
A

NEWS AT LAST! %oy, Madge, Paute
8 —al of you ! *? shouted

Betty excitedly.  *f Look here! ‘This writing
—and the name at the end! I is from
- Zonia!' - Never in all their lives had the giris
‘kitown a more sensational moment than this |
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‘Cora spoke hoarsely through the deepening
gloom, "for she was uite éxhausted with a full

half-hour’s frantic tinkering. at the broken-down
motor-cycle.  As she straightened her aching back

af. Mst, she took up a piece, of rag and wiped her

" hands. They were “simply black . with greasy
grime.
“Then what ate we fo do about it,” exclaimed
Mirigm - irritably—*‘I mean, about the bike? We
“must get on, of course,
wasted, ﬁddhng aboyt——"
"‘W’ell ¥ thought I migh# be able to manage it.”

. {“Oh, yes! But, somelow, I knew you wouldn’t. -

Cora, youll have to leave 'the thing here, heside

the road, and—'"

© “No. jolty fear! Leéave it here,

hundred-and-twenty-pound outfit—for somebody to

go off with! - We can push it along.*®

““Four miles? Cora, how can you expect—""
“Oh, come on, be a sport!” implored the

frantic Cora.. “You have had a . share in the

- fun; now take your fair share of the. trouble!l”

Qulleily, Miriam answered this by. walking round
to the back of the side-car; te be réady to push

; hehmd whilst .Cora would be alfo. walking every -
step of the way, her hands thrusting at the handle- i

Lars and deoing the steering.

Dark night was upon the lonely moovland world
by now. €ora had lit- the acetylene lamps;, but
both girls.

they. were not working . well,” and

wondered where they “would be-if stiddenly the

wmermg lights went out and they tried pushing

on by. only the hght of the stars. In the diich,
most likely I

* 'Nor had they gone mare than the ﬁraﬁ few

hundred yards when one lamp went eut with a

pop, causing. Cora to gnash her teeth.
“Bother! They never do seem  to . work

‘properly; those lamips. Mirey, do let’s push onf”
“Goodnéss. T cant ‘do -miore than T am . ‘doing#”

panted that breathless girk

“Never 1 can see——"
“Cora, you’ *d bétter give it up. Its risky, push«
ing thiz unﬁgh@ad “outfit, - along the hig
Supposing- : 3
‘*0& be quiet! 'I'Ins m‘t & hsgimay—nniy ‘a
moorland road.  Nothing ever eoimes this way
after. dark.™ -

- T gnly - semthing wouicF fc:r onee *” é[ghed

M«‘%{,ﬁ';};?hen we - nngflﬂ. get & Tift,
werry, me
“Tt's o wse. Fm not" going to ;msh thﬁ gilly

'a.

" thing four miles to Moreove:, Yow'll have to Ieave_

it here, off the road, and Bek it take its chanece.”
Tn the end, it . was what "Cora agreecl ‘to” do,

- simply bee
. vineed h&r tbsh

“the Tifeless ouifit never could be
trundled ‘home. -in’the starshine, her handsorie
eyes were ghsteming sus ¥ .a5 she " and
Miriam finally pushed the ﬁﬁng on {o-the smooth
turf beside t.‘ne road. Fer once, Cora was in
tears.
s T, shan't I:re m t]]l .past lock-up tlmef”' she
bemoa.nesl -her plig

* What " abeut me "‘” gtumbled l\Iulam “T've

gob furbher to go than you. We come to Mmcove e

School before——*
- “¥oul
‘“All the same, Mrs. Spenlow ean” be——
“Qh, well,- don’t talk to me!™ -
There was unemlmg silence after. that the tmo
girls sulkily continming what seemed an unenémg
mavch ior home. Hardly eou]d they dzag one foot
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Erpugh time has been . however

indeed—a-

_ admmtance !

“There goes the
. othes light, Clora, and now. we are’ dtme'” -

hway )

-the lighted windews of the poreh

- accomplished; “that mysterious in

use anether hundred yards or so eon-’ _away- sharpiv,

You've ovﬂy got Mrs. Spen]ow to faca L

Ewy Tuesday

behind the other when at last they. were, w1th1n =
sound of the: Moreove c}::mes. .

“Fen o’clock b

And still anothe:i mile at least - for Cora to )
trudge along, whilst Miriam weuld have the extra 4§
distance to traverse  hetween the school gate- -
way ‘and Cliffedge’ Bungalow, -

No doubt, the unbappy pair weuld he as thick

as thieves again to-morrow. Fer the present,

they were “off ”. with ¢ach ot A
catsstropha such as they: had met: with is one for
true friendship te alleviate. There was not tzua
friendship between Miriaox and Cora, = .

In the nighthound scheo! building, when the

- couple. rame within sight of i, a hght or two:

was still burning, one in' the headmistress’s study
Cora knew what. it meant;. of course.

““Oh, well, hother the row, if there is one!"™ shio
flared qut savagely. * Here are the ga!;es, 50 good-
night, Miriam ¥’ = ‘

It was not “Mirey ® now. ; .
d“Goo;l-n:ght"’ came, just as cur’cly, from the :

2y gl s

Without ‘anothier word, 'they parted, Ne1thcr g
wished the other good luek in getting out of the -
scrape Rather was the thought of ea,ch _girl:
“You are al] right. What -about me P

With Miriam- dragging on, at a snail's

&ﬂe'
alonig B

high road, Cora went snes.kmg n _at -

‘the gates and up . the drive. She was within a
. hundred yards of the. front porch, when she -got.

a ‘startling surprise.

Theve, dead ahead' of her was some othier gu-l
Im-kmg "shout as if she, too, was canght outside
after lock-up time, and was a.iral.d to knack, for

Cora stopped dead, her msafty mind alréady *
agitating itself with the questions: Who eould
this other gitl be? How could this other gitls

plight be turhed:to one Qwn's advantage? Was 7
"1t oné of the Study 12 eoterie who was in such a — =
nasty fix? Hurrah, if it was! Serve her right! -~

- Then saddenly Cora’s savage . exultat.mn chenged
to utter mysnﬁca.tmn

Still holding back, where she’ wag in deep dark-
ness; under oue of- Hhe tiees lining the drive, she.

- wag. athazedt to sée the other girlish figurs’ make’

a sudden dart to the front poreh, but not te rmg
tha Bell,

Instead, ﬂie girk qumk]y shut & hand towards
the Tethﬁ:b&r Las if te send sonre l'msswe throu'gh
the. slot.

The action was dglamfx mtnesse& by Cora, for..
the girl in the poreh was boldly mlho:‘letted agasmst

oo, -

And now, .as if -the unknown dgrrl’s task was
vidual turned

and - came ﬁuttermg dawu: ths
drive. -

This- toek Cora by sm-pr:sa and she Eeenma :
flustered. She Mmade s nervous meovement that
betrayed her lurking presence, and. suddenly the
other gir! stopped dead, with a gasp of dismay.

Then she would have run on again, but Gora
excitedly darted forward to challenge her. IF
this was no Morcovian after all, then who was
thé girl? What. had she been up to? :
“Br—hallo; who. are you?™ Cora jerked. uuf; ;
feehly:- “What have yo—"

For-an instant. the questioning voice was strudc ﬁ
to stlence: then came - Cora’s astounded, gaspmg T

cry of r'ceogmtlon & N
“Zonial! It's’ Zomaf Stop, Zoma stop!”
‘But, with & moaning murmur of great mgmsh,

} the challenged girl flashed abaa‘e and ran off across'
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the field, In a moment. or so the darkness had
swallowed her up, and Cora .was left standing

. motionless and . wild-eyed, as 'if she had seen &

ghost, 5 i i :
‘“‘Zonia!” wag- her incredulous’ whisper. at last.

1t was Zonia, creeping to the schoolhouse porch

at dead of .night!” e S o

" - Why Was She There 7 -

MIRIAM LOVELESS had not gone more than

. patient thoughts.

. & few hundred. yards slong the nightbound

road when - she stopped dead in mingled

amazement and alarm. il :

Faintly, she could hear:-sounds that could only
mean one thing, or so she thought. Cora had
come tearing affer her for some reason or other,
taking a short cut across the games field, ‘to over-
take her, Miriam; on the road, S

In an enraged, resentf® way, she held still, to
let the other girl catch up with her. There must
be some strange reason for Cora’s having chased
‘back to speak with her. Or was it simply that
Cora was going to implore her to come along with

- he’rijto'be present when the irate headmistress had

to be faced, and——
The sudden-discernment of a

looming rapidly towards her ended

iriam’s im-

meet - the - other girl. . The

. then, instead, she gave a great gasp of amazement.

* hedge—— - Why,

£

.~ Gone!-

~It was not Cora, after all!. This girl who had

" ‘eome rushing out on to the road, after sorambling

through ‘- some . gap in the school’s boundary
good ‘gracious! Oh, surely, it
Was——- g i

“Zonia!” Miriam almost screamed. **Oh1”*"

. For the second time in 4 minute or so, this.
fugitive figure gave a ‘moaning sigh as recognition’
- took place.” For the second time, she
_ the missing ‘schoolgirl flashed aside -and ran off-

into -the protecting darkness. - . .
i Gone in a flashshe was; and now it was
Miriam’s tirn to Be left standing with jaws agape,

her frightened state a thousand times.greater than ..

Cora’s had been.

- Zonia, away from the sustody of those who had :

:'got hold of her! Zonia!™ And she had been up to

Miriam had ever known.

the schoollicuse for some reason or other! To dis-

" close-herself to Betty or some of her other chums ?

Was that the reason? . T s . T
- It was the most wretched, panicky ' moment

Shestruck . her hands

. together "as she tried to get her chaotic mind to

funetion. ;
Tmpossible to believe that mother and father

*. knew what the girl had been doing to-night!. No,

- this was some daring venture on: the  part of

. she  was, .

nightbound road to .the

the' girl, ‘inspired by the cruel plight in which
3 ~But’ what had ‘been  her objective?
Surely. it was out of. the guestion that she. had

“been in communication with: Betty and the- rest

at this time 'of night! Then why—why had she
paid this secret visit to the scheolhouse?.

On. again Miriam wandered, at’ last, ‘aldng;‘ the’
bungalow: = Her spirits -

-were at zero. The scrape she was' ih over the

‘now.
‘Spenlow might be over an affair of that sort when

hitch with' the motor-cycle seemed a mere trifle
‘What 'did it motter how annoyed Mrs.

it looked as if ‘the greut crash was coming?

- 'fam’elly- victimised |

‘must mean that she was

. Whatever Zonia had ‘been -up. to ‘to-night, i
getting - respive—had

‘suspicions by now, perhaps, that  she::was being
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-Vagu-e irlish form '
She herself took a. little run to -

irritable  question, -
“What's the matter now "’ was at her lips. And

0 was -

LS
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% Ab,- it is - coming—it is coming!” Miriam’
exclaimed - distractedly "to herself.  “Sooner or
later, the girl is going to get her rights, and
then the Spenlows. will be done with me! With
a .daughter of their own to devote themselves
to, where shall I come in?” ;

" Bhe had all the more reason for dreading being
cast off altogether by the Spenlows,
‘because she had disappointed their. hopes, bub
because they would be bound to know ‘that she
had been a party to all the plotting | - s
“ Lighits were burning in the bungalow, and even'

-.as the scapegrace schoolgirl clicked the latch ‘of

the wicket the front ‘door was opened by Mis.
Spenlow, & )

“That you, Miriam?. Where have you been,
keeping me up like this in such a great state: of

anxiety ?”

“I—DI'm- sorry,: auntie! I—— The motor-cycle
broke down.” o £ s :
““There must be no more going for cycle-rides
with that giel Cora- Grandways. Come in, and go
straight to bed! It is simply too bad of you,-
Miriam, when—-* ; }
S Well,
will % . N i
_“To go rushing about with that Grandways girl
is not_the thing any daughter of .my own ‘would
ever -have done, Miviam!” Mrs.” Spenlow said,’
-with legitimate Sternness. “Why don’t .you try
to please' me _and Mr. Spenlow, by acting with
a little consideration for the way wo Jbring you
up—just as if you were ouf own daughter? Tt
is lucky for you Mr, Spenlow is still away in
London.” : : : .
*“But, auntie e ® e i
- “It i3 no use, Miriam. To have been landed
like this, you. and that Grandways girl must have
attempted . far too big a run, sceing that you
only started aftor-tea. Tt made mno -allowance for
possible hitches. Well, T am sure that Miss Somer-
field will put her foot down mnow. . As for me, I
shall know what instructions to give about you, if, -
as’ looks like being the "case, Mr. Spenlow and
I have to go abroad in a weék or two.’’ ‘ :
-Miriam, standing in the lamplit lobby by now,
stared. )
- “Go abroad, auntie?”’ : w © N 2
“Yes. But I am not going to enter inko that
to-night. *Go to bed immediately, - Miriam, and,
understand, T feel you are making us a very poor
requital for all the care and Jove that have been
lavished upon you.
-Bpenlow added sadly, “that I wish all the more
my own’ poor lost daughter was with me, .to have
all that seems only to be wasted upon you.”
“Oh, aunfie, dear—""" ° '

auzsitle, I couldn’s he[ﬁ it 'Ac(.:idepts- X

‘% Good-night, - Miriam!” And a :commanding

gesture went with the word. “The way to prove

. your regret is not by smarming over me, but by

being-a better girl, both_here and at the school.
Think ‘what alife you enjoy, compared. with what _
it .might have been!”’ * i g

_# And what it would be. yet, Miria_l“n. was bound

to say to herself frantically .as soon -as she was
alone in her bed:room, if—if ’_che crash came! "~ °

5 ; The Amazing Message. o i
“J GUESS Mrs. Spenlow was wild about it; too,”
said. Polly Linton, after morning school next
. day. “Miriam has been looking as if she
got a . talling-to' when she got home last night.
It was so silly of both Cora and Miriam to get .
so far away within an hour or two-of nightfall!™

. deplored - Betty.

not only -

-It is at times like this,” Mrs.
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" ATl ‘the. Form .Imeﬁ ti;.aii.éaﬁ:l Grandways had

- “caught it " properly from the headmistress, bub
so far as the Study 12 chums. weré concerned, there

was no desiré to. gleat over the fact. For them -

it was simply a case of bitterly regretting -once
again-that Cora, if only for her own sake, could
;}gt- go. the right way about gefting fun oub of

. 1Ie.. 2 s E = e . .
“Tg vwas sifnply asking for-it, and now she has

" -got it!"™ exclaimed Polly, whilst she and her boon
‘comparions sauntered around. in -the synshine.
“She knew.that Miss Somerfield did not half like,

Gourse, the thing will be forbidden altogether.”” . -

4 Weal, geals, Corwa is Corwa, and always il

be Corwal’’ was Paula’s sighing comment.” “Bub.

it is gweatly to-be wegwetted if the other génl- " the endl” - !

- wefuges to make good in the school.”

* -“Hspecially,” murmured Madge, ¢ when ‘we had :

a hint last evering how Mrs. Spenlow feels the
-disappointment. The girl is simply throwing away
hep chanees.,” © 0 - - L. T o o BT,
“Different from. one girl T am :thinking of!”.
Betty said .musingly. : ©Somehow, I ean’t; help
comparing Mirjam with: Zonia. - Poor Zonia, 1if
only we could -have news of her! Both girls have_
had alot done for. them, and how grateful Zonia
always ‘was, ‘whilst Miriam seems to be——"" ~
/There was a sudden .inferruption, Helen Craig
had come rushing up, with a look that proclaimed,
“News!™. e e
. % (@irls, what do_you fhink the latest is about
-Miriam Loveless?” 7 "~ .~ R

“(oing ‘to be taken away from Morcove as-a .

faiture?'’ Pélly«promyptly - hazarded.. .
-« Just ‘the: opposite!™ cried Helen. - -,
- now sheé ‘may become a boarder! She——" . .,
T “Miriam » boarder” “Oh, Tsay—=—="*""
“Pai Jove! Geals; that’s what I call—""
*But* why 7. clamoured Betty,” ¥ The Spenlows
live. bn}‘ig a’ little - way. off, at ‘the bungalow,

an 5 s e d
“The Spenlows may have to go abroad. It iz~

Can’ unexpeeted. thing"for- them,” Helen' chatted
on. “But it appears that Mrs. Spenlow, talking
with Miss Somerfield last evening; mentioried that
Miriam: gnighf."have to-come inte the school as. a
“And fh};h,-.\ri_erha.ps, is another reason’ ‘why

Miriam - is ~Tookitig" so- humipy * to-day!” smiled -

Poliy..
Humpy,
vewy life, I thought her;’’ simpered ‘
pwesumed she got such a lecture last night fwom
‘Mrs. Spenlow, but appawently—" " .~ ..~
-4 Miriam must be hating the idea-of becoming
a boarder!” exclaimed ' Madge.  “She has let
‘everyone know that she detests being here, ¢ven as
coalday gkt o oo o em ot T e T
“She had a bad night: about’ soraething. or
- other,. without doubt,” Betty muttered.”: “Laook st
her now—over there, pacing about as if she: was
-woyried out of her -life! Hallg, though, here’s
Ellen, with something for one of us girls, surely!”’
Eyes were. turned- from . the dainty figure of
Miriam Loveless, prowling to and fro on the grass
in such’ & preoccupied manner, to the smark parlour-
ma.'ici_l ‘who was approaching - briskly from the
poreh. .- et B A Tt e E e s
.7 Ellen stepped: quickly to Betty, holding out an
envelope.” . - = : S
«Pd like to'explain; miss,” said Elen.. *This
note -for you ‘was in -the. letter-box when I-hap-

bai Jove! Fwightened out of her

pened to look just-now., It ‘18 80 uniswal to find -
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anything in the bex, as the postman él%g:ég_ﬁaﬁ&s,'_ -,

‘and

her having the motor-cycle at.school. ,.Nowi, of . d ¢ . i
_ writing~the name itself, at the end¥™ .

..as well as .te dear, kind Mr. and Mrs, Barton.:
. If .you only.knew, all of you, how I am. placed!. -~ ' -
. me.-for .,
the anxiety T have caused you, you would soon :- .

13 AT

. “That is all.”’ -

Paula. “I.

Helen whispered.
‘so -very far-away all this time
‘credulously. - “Think of the ingiiries

to s;_:eak., &

Every ‘Tuésday

in the letters. - Youw’ll netice—" -
¢ Brought by harnd!”* Betty said in round-eyed,
surprise as she eyed the envelope. *No stamp,
d it . is simply addressed,-in_ pencil, ‘Betiy.
Barton” That's queer!™ < s S ;
- “Whose writing ! Polly - asked,. whilst  Ellen
briskly departed. *Oh, some gitl friend of yours
wrote that, Betty ! Perhaps one of the Stormwood
girls cycled over this way, and——"" . Faa
“Pollyt 'Oh, Polly, dear—Madge, Paila, ali of -
youl’* suddenly burst from Betty, now t ‘she
had quickly opened -

““What name? Why,
“Bai Jovel” .

Bef.ty——--”
“#Zonia’s writingf Her own ﬁ:}_me- Highet at

Nevet in all their lives had they ktiown & moro
sensational surprise than this. :
At last—at last here was news of the missing -

_tha 3
the note.” *“Leook hérel 7'.‘Ifhe' L

schoolgirl |- News penned. by the girl herself! . . .

Yes, and by her own hand, surely, had the note

been slipped -into the school letter-box! ~
* Read it--read it out, Bettyl’) . :

.

. ‘“My gwascwous, yes! Geals—geals, this takes my S
bweath away, bai Jove! A wikten message fwom. - **
W N i B
* “Listen, then!” Betty spoke, giving hér eyes -

to the half-sheet of ﬁ}mﬁex thet a shaking- hand
held. “There are only.a few lines, - “This is to

let you know that ¥ am: safe and well—27"" " -

“Gafe and wel! Bug—" . . . . ... -
‘T ought not_to be writing this," she goes on
o say, ‘but I simply can’t be silent any longer,

when I know how snxious you must: all ‘be. "Oh,- -

“A;-ny _&ayf‘ Bekty, darling, this brings you eceans of love from:

your poor-Zonia! Give my love to all the chums,

Then, if you have ever felt angry with
be -able to forgive—~Your Unhappy. Zonia.!” . .
L I8 that.all, Betty ¥% . . . .00 i

There- was g prolonged silence. AT a;t-iéné&‘

_ Betty. was .wiping -tears_from her lashes,: Polly
tool the nete, to' read: it agaim, but she had to_ & ...

give up the altempt, .for. her eyes. also-were’

dim. It was with a.tearful voice that Paula-Ereck .

at last--ended the tragic. silence: . .
“Weally,  I—J—— Geals,this -

wather ~ups

setting—what! The poer geal has, written those- ..

lines to welieve our .minds, but—"" e
,‘‘She "has ke%ﬁ away from ms, knowing all the:
time how joyfu

oW Iy we would welcome her back to -
- our’midst,” said Madge. - - i

“"She. éame to the schook—in the night, was 69" e

t.note,  and surely. that ‘means that-she. is not

[EL

" But how is- it possible 7’ Beity exclaimed in-
that have
been made! Yet. you are right] girls. " It must.

mean ' that = Zonia, after - all, is = still. in the™.

-distiiet ’? .

“Bai Jove, you k'ni.'qw,.f'ﬁé’ll-hafe to do _Sq‘iilé::
. thing. at once!” Paula was going to say, but she

broke off at the sight of Miriam - coming  across:

And Stiil She Is Fate’s Favourité.

w FHAT is the sensation, you gils?” the day:

. ‘scholar -asked, with affected  -airiness. -

Moore 7

“ Anyhow,. she herself delivéred * .

“Did I hear you talking: aboub Zonia ., -




Twopence

“Yes,” Betty answered crisply; *we have had
a note from her.”’

“A—a message from Zonia! = Oh, then, now
I--;, I mean to say, what a surprise! May I
see ? : :

“You can’t be very interested,” Betty said

_ coldly. “Remembering how you served the picture
“of Zonia, I think you’d better not be enirusted

with the letter.” -
“No, bai Jove! Quite wight, Betty! Bai

Jove—"" .

“What do you mean?” Miriam panted, unablo
to conceal her agitation. ‘““Do you suggest that I
—that Zonia—— Oh, what nonsense i} is! What
is Zonia Moore to me ¥’ ; R

“Then why should you wish to see the letter ¥’
was Poily’s prompt retort.. . .

““Come away, girls,” advised Betty tensely.
“Miss Somerfield is the one to be shown the letter
—at once! We'll go to her now.”

THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN
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justly loved, When the chums ran to her, and
Betty passed her the amazing message, she began
{ooking dumbfounded and ended by being
overwhelmed with her emotions. .

Throughout the school, before another minute
had sped, the thrilling news was known.

Zonia Moore had sent a rmessage to DBetty
Barton! In the dead of night, Zonia had actually
paid ‘a secret visit to the school, to slip the note .
into the létter-box! i

Morcove was amazed.

And so a hundred other voices echoed the un-
answerable questions which the Study 12 chums
had alréady pondered. Where was Zonia at this
time that she could pay such a secret visit to the
school, choosing her own time and way? Above
all, why—why had she been compelled, in the
first instance, to go into hiding? :

It was the one topic during dinner: It was
something that came between all the girls and

e

B -
F -

j

h

STRA"DEB |.. With the engrinc of the motor-cycle no longer runnfng, Miriam and Cora had an
4 . L]

_ opportunity of appreciating. the dead silence of the Ilonely part in which they

: were stranded,

‘‘Yes, wather! - And afterwards, bai Jove—"
“Mrs; Spenlow will be grateful if we let her
know,” murmured Madge. . “How absolutely
extraordinary it is! - -Thank goodness, anyhow,
Zonia is all right so far!’’ . ;
y st but what is the meaning of her keeping
out of our lives?'’ sighed Beity,-as they hurried

to get indoors, “‘So far as we knew, she hadn’t
a care in the world.” N
“How is she contriving to exist?” wondered

- Polly. *“Of course, there has always been a good
‘deal of the gipsy in her. She could live when
others would starve. But where ‘is her hiding-
place ?” ’\ ‘ . ',
. “Why she was forced to run away—that's what
we want to know !’ exclaimed Helen, with a brain-
racked lnok. - . v

As it chanced, they encountered Miss Somerfield
in the hall. The lady was intending to take one
of her customary t{en-minute turns in the open, to
mingle with the scholars by whom she was so

Four-miles from Moreove—yvl_t!_:l the dusk ¢reeping.on apace, now that the sun had sat !

their work- during afternoon classes. Gradnally,
the excitement and suspense about the missing
girl had been dying down of late. Now it had
leapt to . life again

If only the pencilled note eould result in some
clue being found at last!

Butb it was not to be. .

The pathetic message served the one purpose
that the poor ill-fated girl had intended it tc
serve. It assured those who cared for her that
she was “safe and well.” Where .she was to be
sought, however. why she still had to keep out of
all their lives—this the letter would enable no
one to discover. ’

Heartily glad were Betty & Co. when school
was over for the day. Not that they had any of
the usval eagerness ‘to be off out to games.
Study 12 soon harboured a batch of chums who
were getting together Iike this to discuss the
day’s sensation. .

Naomer came in presently. She had been
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She knew that her. own parents were at their

paying her usual after-school visit to Jimmy, the .
wits' ends, because they knew not where to take

‘jackdaw, : . ]

) “1 meet ze. Miriam girl as I am coming up-
staivs,” she announced, showing her pretty teeth

in & roguish smile: “So I ask her if shé go for

anuzzer motor-bike ride this evening!™

“The arswer being in the negative,’”’ guessed
Polly.: “And a pretty sharp negative, too!”

“Ng; she laugh, as if eet is all a joke,” was
Naomer's surprising answer. “I. theenk ze
Mirviam girl has something to make hep feel very
amused all at once. I see her going out for.ze
walk, all smiling.”

“Really 1 exclaimed Betiy.
because she has looked o worried all day. What's
the reason, I wonder?’ - ; @ : : E

The -reason? Not .one, alas, that Betty & Co.
were likely to guess at! ok .
- Miriam was on her way across to_the bungalow,
. in response to a message that Mrs. Spenlow’s maid

had suddenly brought her. From what the maid = .

had said, if appeared that both Mr, and. Mis.

Spenlow now found that they were almost certaih .

to have to make an immediate departure for the
Continent.

Indeed, Mr. Spenlow was staying on in London, -
im there for the -

so .that his wite might join

journey whenever she was wired for.. b
‘Tt would mean, of comse, Miriam’s immediate

recephion into the school as & boarder. But if this

was going 0 he a “sickening nuisance ” for the

girl who liked te be as free as the air, it also
meant that the Spenlows were to have no chance
of an encounter with Zonia! ‘ .
No wonder, then, Miriam was feeling overjoyed!
If only the Spenfows did go albiroad at once, the
situation would be as safe as ever—a thousand
times safer? H R, TR Lo

“That's. odd, .

. real daughtér of that couple!l n .
-this race against time? You must certainly net
" miss next week’s spiendid tale, which is entitled: .

Every Tuesday

Zonia if they took her away from the lonely house
that was but a couple of miles from Morcove.

That. being -the case, it was desperately necessary
that the Spenlows should be the ones to leave -__the = ¥

distriet. And they were leaving!l. . Lo )

“Ag for my having to-be a boarder,” Miriam
pondered, jauntily stepping along, *‘it seems.I am
to be enttusted with the key of Cliffedge Bungalow
whilst the Spenlows are away, and what fun that
will bel' Cora and I, with the run of the place,
all to ourselves!’ a : '

... For she had made up her tiﬁ'v.v.itfﬁ Cora.

Thus another day was - ending ab. Morcove
School; with Miriam still able to glory.in the luck
that seemed always ready to.save her. Whilst

" Betty ‘& -Co. could still only rack -their brains in .
vain concerping the mystery of their dear Zonia’s

disappearance, because the hour had. net yet come
when _they would have begun bo understand.
‘But it was -conrmg, that fateful hour, and in
its wake would come such a race against timo as
the chams of Stiady 12 had never known before.
A race against time to get certain sudden sus-

" picions tested, proved—a race to track down the -

missing Zonia, and have her trimmphantly pro-

_d_uccé._befoi-e the: Spénlows had gene abroa _!

(END OF THIS WEEE'S STORY.)

Suppose the Spenfews ge abroad befors fne
missing Zonia is found! How easy. it will be then

© for Miriam Loveless te hide the truth, which

only she and her parents know—ihat Zonia is the
Who will win. in
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